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had formed a jegular family-circle round its genial
glow. The Rockies are a great place for honey-
mooning couples and I met some scores of them
during my journey through them; and even in this
little circle of ours, of six souls all told, there were
four who had been but recently sacrificed at the
altar of Hymen. One would expect the happy
couples would seek some sequestered corner of the
bungalow or some moonlit nook by the lake-side
to pour out for the hundredth time their hearts'
burthen or swear for the thousandth time their
deathless love, or that they would be seen tumbling
into each other's arms for fear of being separated
for just a fraction of a second. But nothing of the
sort! The couples looked radiantly happy and merry,
no doubt; and seemed at times to be quite in the
seventh heaven of their existence: but it was all in
the full blaze of fire and in the presence of complete
strangers. The following day one of the couples
joined me in a whole-day excursion to the Takakow
Falls some miles away over the mountains at the
entrance of the Yoho Valley. Soon after breakfast
we three were mounted on three sturdy little ponies
with strange high-pommelled saddles and still
stranger encased stirrups, and had a regular desper-
ado for a guide. The desperado was really a pleasant-
looking, sturdily-built cow-boy, but it was his dark
ominous-looking hat, his strangely-deviced necker-
chief, and his thick woolly sheep-skins that covered
all the length of his legs up to the waist that gave
him from a distance that forbidding appearance.
With a crack of the whip the guide led off and we